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INTERLUDE 1 


Chapter 7 

We knew that the war was 
wrong. That’s why we rose 
against it. Even if it labeled 

us as traitors. Even if it 

meant killing the very 
people we swore to protect. 

- Kintaro Gogaku: Iratian Rebel 

Lynn smiled as he looked down at the preparations being 
made. He stood cloaked, his face hidden behind a mask. 
People below him worked on salvaging old FMEs, melting old 
parts down, and repairing them with new ones. 

No one had expected that he’d remain in Irati, let alone 
the capital city, Atoli. It was all part of his plan. He knew the 
growing unrest in the city would spark a rebellion. And he had 
found the perfect puppet to fill its leader's call. 

He looked down at Ichimaru Toshimitsu, who was 
helping usher in a row of FMEs. To Ichimaru, Lynn was 
nothing but a smuggler, a supplier of black goods. 

He doubted anyone knew the depths he went to learn 
who Jaygo’s men were. He didn’t just learn their names or 
biographies; he tried to get into their minds. His spy network 
was excellent. Jaygo would lose his mind if he ever discovered 
how close Lynn’s spies were. 

Lynn predicted Toshimitsu would react to Yokubo’s 
assassination the way he did. The man was like a howling wolf 
who had lost a brother. He was separated from his pack. He 
was hurt. He was angry. He was perfect. 

These past two months in hiding had treated Lynn well. 
He hadn’t just smuggled his FME, the Bastion, into the city. All 
of these FMEs had been reverse-engineered by his scientists 
to look and function as Iratian FMEs. 

His infiltration had gone back much longer than any 
Iratian suspected. Being born in Irati made it easy to access 
this warehouse at the beginning of the war, before he was 
labeled a traitor. Before he became the General. Before he 
became the Emerald Tiger. 

He supposed he couldn’t just give credit to himself. His 
father had been the one who had formed the hidden supply 
line and smuggled the FMEs in these past four months. Lynn’s 


smile broke as he thought of his father. He hated thinking he 
had inherited anything from that man. 

Sparks lit the semi-lit warehouse as the rebels repaired 
their feeble armor. They thought they were so grand, fulfilling 
the Emperor’s last wish. Little did they know that they would 
be the perfect distraction for Jaygo. 

Lynn clenched his fists tight. All that I do is for him. Why 
can’t he see that? Why do I have to teach him the same lesson 
every time? 

He thought back, back to Jaygo’s face on the terrace that 
evening, rain pouring down his face. His look of horror. His 
look of disbelief. 

Lynn turned away from the warehouse and stepped out 
onto the roof of the building. He took off his mask and looked 
up at the moonless sky. The stars dotted the heavens above. A 
frost broke through the air. Lynn’s breath misted as he 
exhaled. 

Why can’t you kill me, Jaygo? Why aren’t you strong 
enough? Why do you force me to keep killing people? Why 
can’t you stop me? 

He wished he could feel. He wished that he could cry, 
that he could scream, that he could do anything. 

He felt trapped. He thought he’d be satisfied when he 
took Tigo’s life, but it left him empty like always. 

What have I become? Ever since that night, I stopped 
being a human. I’m something else now. 

He heard the whispers of his men when they talked 
about him. He heard the rumors about him. They were true. 

He was a demon. 

He had given up his humanity on that rainy night. Was 
forced to give it up. All to please a person he hated more than 
anything else. 

He started to laugh. 

So what? So what if I gave up everything I loved, 
everyone I loved? So what if I betrayed my best friend? So 
what if I killed my friends or family? 

Emerald flames swirled around his body, making his hair 
dance like fire. 

He raised his right hand and looked at it. I have gained 
ultimate power, haven’t I? The whole world knows my name. 
They fear me. They revere me. Iam a god to them. 


He smirked. No, I am the devil. 

The world had rejected him. It had cast him into Hell and 
howled about how terrible he was. 

Wasn't it his place to answer their call? If he was so 
terrible, shouldn’t he become the demon they feared? 

He had been forced to become this monster, this demon, 
this devil. Who was he to deny it if it was his destiny to become 
one? 

His mother’s smiling face appeared in his mind. The 
flames around him died. 

His arms started trembling. He couldn’t shake her face 
out of his mind. 

He ran his hands through his hair and blinked. 

He remembered Jaygo’s family, broken and bloodied. 
Their faces haunted him. Shin, Amaiya, Ian. 

He collapsed to his knees and tried to control his 
breathing. 

Why did they torment him so? Didn’t they know he didn’t 
have a choice? Didn’t they know that he couldn’t have done 
anything about it? That he would have been killed had he not 
killed them? 

Everything that he did was for Jaygo. 

“Why can’t you kill me?” Lynn asked, the frost nipping at 
him, “Why do we both still have to suffer this Hell?” 

A cold gust of wind passed over him. 

He stood back up and turned back to the warehouse. He 
didn’t care how long it took. He didn’t care how many people 
he left dead in his wake. He didn’t care if he became a demon. 
Or even the devil himself. 

He wouldn’t rest until Jaygo Yen Kale killed him. 


Chapter 8 
Those skralls killed my 
friends. I was all that was 
left of them. The General 
just left us to fend for 
ourselves. 
- Poco Predatel: Corvan Special Forces 

Jaygo looked over several dossiers as he sat in the small 
office designated for the Captain of the Leviathan Company. 
He seldom went in there. He reserved that room for times like 
this. 

The grieving period had passed. Tigo had been dead for 
two months now. The dynamic of the Company had been 
thrown off, and it was time for Jaygo to find a new recruit. 

Tyrmn had assembled the list for him. She would have 
chosen a candidate herself, but the one right Jaygo reserved 
for himself as Captain was to pick out who would be on their 
team. He wouldn’t force his burden on anyone he didn’t think 
worthy. 

He sighed and looked up at the ceiling. This was never 
easy. Bors was without a partner. Jaygo either needed to outfit 
him with someone else in the Company or assign the new 
recruit to him. 

He thought of the different Company members. He 
doubted any would tolerate the man’s antics. Bors’s flair for 
the dramatic was bound to drive anyone crazy. 

Seth might have been a good fit, but Koth knows he 
would never pair the two of them together. He didn’t need the 
two craziest members of the Company going on a rampage. 

A knock came at his door. Jaygo groaned and walked up 
to it. He was sure it was Major Prida, here to demand his 
answer for the new recruit. 

He arched his eyebrows as he opened the door. 

“Captain,” Tyrn said as she saluted him. 

“Tyrn, what’s up?” 

She dropped her salute and looked at him. She, like him, 
wore the red and white uniform of the Irati Empire. There was 
a strange expression on her face. Typically, she looked 
irritated at him, but her expression had softened since that day 


two months ago. And for the first time since that day, a smile 
spread across her face. 

You have to see this, Jaygo,” she said, grabbing his hand. 

She pulled on Jaygo, and he was forced out of the office. 

“What the-” Jaygo said as he nearly tripped over. 

“Come on!” Tyrn said as she let go of his hand and began 
prancing down the hall. 

“What’s got you in such a good mood?” Jaygo asked as 
he tried to catch up with her. 

She shook her head, “I can’t explain it. You’ve got to see 
it for yourself.” 

Jaygo sighed and followed her down the hallway. They 
reached the FME bay. It was a large circular room with 
capsules that held all the different FMEs around the edge. 

A group of people was standing in the middle of the 
room, cheering. 

“Justice Punch!” Bors said over the roar of the crowd. 

“What the?” Jaygo said as he tried to push through the 
people. 

He looked at Tyrn, who just grinned at him. 

As people realized who he was, they stood aside for him. 
Jaygo could see people jumping in the air as he got closer. 

When he finally broke through, his eyes opened wide. In 
the middle of the circle, Bors Grund, with his flowing, spiky 
orange hair and tall body, was fighting against five different 
people. 

A few people looked beaten at the circle's edge, scowls 
on their faces. Jaygo looked around the circle and realized that 
all Company members had gathered around. 

He felt a hand grab his shoulder. He looked back at 
Tyrn. 

“What’s going on?” he asked, trying to break through the 
crowd's noise. 

“Bors didn’t like the idea of you picking a recruit for 
him,” she answered, “So he took my list and challenged them 
all to fight him at once.” 

Jaygo looked back at the circle, and a grin split his face. 
That’s just the kind of initiative that he was looking for. 

“Weren't there ten people on that list?” Jaygo asked, his 
eyes never leaving the fight. 


“Yeah, he’s already taken out five of them,” Tyrn said, “I 
thought you’d want to see this.” 

Jaygo folded his arms and nodded, “Good call. Let’s see 
if anyone is Company worthy.” 

Jaygo couldn’t help but grin in admiration as he watched 
Bors fight. His moves were superfluous, with extra spins and 
movements that would have gotten anyone else killed. 

But that’s why Bors had been part of the Company in the 
first place. His crazy poses and fighting moves worked. He was 
quite the force of synchronized nature. It was good to see him 
so animated again. He had been down these past couple of 
months. 

Bors did a double flip, twisting in midair, jumping over 
the head of one of the remaining men. With a swift strike to 
the back of the neck, Bors landed while the other man fell 
unconscious to the ground. 

“Justice Flip!” Bors said as he dabbed. 

The four who remained stood in shock. All except one. 
Jaygo blinked as he looked at her. A teenage girl was a 
candidate? She had red hair similar to Bors’s and was shorter 
than everyone else. He’d be surprised if there were an FME 
that could fit her. 

“Who’s the girl?” Jaygo asked as he inclined his head. 

“Ceri Dorifu,” Tyrn said, “She’s been recently promoted 
to Third Sergeant.” 

“Whose Company?” Jaygo asked as he watched her 
move. 

She was different from the other three. She didn’t seem 
to be stunned by Bors’s moves. She actually managed to dodge 
his strikes. 

“Justice Kick,” Bors said as he dropped another 
candidate out of the circle before flipping back onto his feet. 

“Captain Mado’s,” Tyrn answered, “Glen gave her a 
glowing recommendation.” 

“She did, did she?” Jaygo asked. He had known Glen 
since he was a child. If she said that this girl was good, he 
wouldn’t doubt it, “She’s got skill, I’ll give her that. How old is 
she?” 

“Nineteen,” Tyrn answered, “She was Glen's best 
marksman.” 


“IT see, so she’s your favorite too, then?” Jaygo asked, 
finally breaking his gaze to give Tyrn a sly smile. 

Tyrn returned his smile, “You know, it’d be nice to have 
another marksman. I’m tired of carrying all your ahshos.” 

Jaygo chuckled and looked back at the fight. 

Bors got cornered by the two men who remained 
standing. They charged at him. Bors shouted and spun. He 
caught them both across each of their necks in a double lariat. 

“Justice, Double Lariat!” Bors said as the two crashed to 
the ground. 

A couple of soldiers helped pull them from the arena. All 
that was left was Ceri. Jaygo narrowed his eyes. She’d 
managed to hold out in the group, but he was anxious to see 
how she handled an actual fight—one on one. 

Jaygo watched as Ceri took a deep breath in. Her green 
eyes locked with Bors’s hazel ones. Jaygo saw that look on her 
face, her eyes unblinking, her brow furrowed. She wanted this. 
And not just for the glory. 

He shifted his full attention to the two of them. This 
could be it. This girl may share the same spirit that they all 
shared. The spirit of the Leviathan. The spirit of vengeance. 

>K>K>K 

As Ceri focused, the cheers of the crowd died around 
her. All that was left was her opponent and herself. She didn’t 
care that he was Leviathan Company. She didn’t care that he 
used flashy moves. She didn’t care that he was nearly half a 
meter taller than she was. She was going to beat him. 

aK>K>K 

Jaygo watched Ceri move intently. She took the shortest 
distance possible to reach Bors. Her moves were focused, 
driven. It was the direct opposite of Bors’s approach. 

She struck out at Bors, aiming at his crotch. It was her 
closest target. 

Bors caught her blow and tossed her to the other side of 
the circle. 

He waved a finger in the air and tsked. 

“Now, now,” he said, “Let’s keep it clean. Heroes don’t 
go for cheap shots.” 

“Kuso,” Ceri said, as she whirled back around, “Are you 
a dancer or a fighter? Why don’t you fight like a man, 
konoyaro? Or is it that you don’t have the balls?” 


“Such crass language,” Bors said, as he inclined for Ceri 
to attack him, “So unbefitting for such a young girl.” 

Ceri swore and struck out at Bors again. Jaygo watched 
closely. She didn’t let her anger cloud her judgment. She was 
moving just as efficiently as before. 

“Little Miss may have a potty mouth,” Jaygo said to Tyrn, 
“But she’s totally in control.” 

“I’m sure she’d keep Bors in line,” Tyrn responded. 

Bors tossed Ceri around for a couple of minutes. He 
never struck her, blocking and deflecting her attacks only. At 
first, Jaygo thought it was because she was a woman. But two 
other women stood on the sidelines. Bors hadn’t held back on 
either of them. 

As the fight progressed, Jaygo finally understood what 
Bors was doing. He was testing their compatibility. As Ceri 
struck out, Bors made small adjustments to his own 
movements. He was following her in a dance. 

Ceri began to break out in a fierce sweat. Her breathing 
was haggard. Her short body and small frame struggled to 
keep up with Bors’s larger one. 

Jaygo noted with some satisfaction that Bors himself had 
broken into a sweat. Jaygo knew that Bors could have ended 
the fight much earlier, but he had been training Ceri as he 
fought. They would be a good match. 

In one final move, Bors picked Ceri up off the ground 
and tossed her. 

“Justice Throw!” he said as he knelt on her stomach, 
pinning her down. 

“Get off of me!” Ceri growled as she punched and kicked 
at him. 

Bors held her steady. 

“Justice this, justice that!” Ceri said as she tried to arch 
up, “What does that even mean?” 

Bors smiled at her, “It means this fight is over.” 

Bors pressed his full weight down, knocking the wind out 
of her. Ceri stopped struggling. 

The crowd finally calmed down. Jaygo was impressed. It 
seemed they had found their twelfth member. 

“All right,” Jaygo said, looking around at everyone, “Back 
to your posts.” 


The crowd looked at him before dispersing, leaving only 
the Company members and Ceri behind. 

Bors held a hand out to Ceri. She looked at it before 
giving him a dirty look. She stood on her feet, her knees 
shaking. She wiped the sweat from her face. 

“You’ve got spunk, kid,” Jaygo said, holding a hand to 
Ceri. 

Jaygo watched the realization dawn on Ceri’s face as she 
looked first at Jaygo’s outstretched hand and then at his eyes. 

“How would you like to become a Leviathan?” 

She shook Jaygo’s hand and shook her head, “But I lost.” 

“T never expected you to win,” Jaygo said, “I’m 
impressed with anyone who can hold their own against Bors.” 

Bors dabbed again, “Remember, Miss Dorifu, justice 
always prevails.” 

Ceri looked at him, “Is he always like that?” 

Jaygo shrugged, “Only when he’s in a good mood.” 

“From now on, we’ll be partners of justice!” Bors said as 
he posed. 

Ceri blinked, “Do I really have to work with this guy?” 
Jaygo chuckled, “He’s not so bad when you get used to 
him.” 

The other Company members gathered around Ceri and 
congratulated her. Another Leviathan had been born. 


Chapter 9 
They descended from 

above as angels of 

destruction. My soldiers 

crumpled against their 

might. Thank Koth, we had 
angels of our own. 
- Jin Sykes: Iratian Captain 

Frost nipped the air as Ichimaru looked up at the flying 
traffic above them. He scoffed. They were all sheep. They all 
ate up whatever drivel the Empire fed them. It was run by 
children and psychopaths. 

He looked beyond the towering skyscrapers at the Irati 
Administration building, which glimmered in the cloudy day. It 
just stood there, unassuming. They all thought they were 
protected in this city by that electromagnetic barrier. Even 
with the strike to the throne, they had not taken any extra 
precautions in the city. They had focused solely on improving 
that barrier. 

Torashi was a fool. He’d never think there would be 
citizens that would actually disagree with him, that would rise 
against him. It just proved how unfit he was to lead them. 

Even if it meant that Corva would lead them in the 
future, he knew he had to stop the new Emperor. 

The sacrifices Ichimaru would be forced to make would 
stand as a testament to the evil of the Emperor. He’d sacrifice 
a handful of lives to save millions. The war needed to end. 
Anyone who disagreed with that was an enemy. 

Unfortunately, he injured his core as a child, preventing 
him from fighting in the battles. But he didn’t need to fight. He 
could lead instead. 

He knew the Empire’s weaknesses. He knew how he 
could break them. While it was true the throne hosted the 
Emperor and his staff, most actual decisions were made in the 
administration building. Especially with Torashi being such a 
new emperor, the administration was more important than 
ever. 

By breaking the chain of command in the Administration 
Building, the army wouldn’t be as effective. They’d be forced 


to wait until things calmed down in the city before they struck 
again. 

He could save the lives of countless citizens of Atoli, as 
well as numberless soldiers, just by destroying this one 
building. 

He knew the retaliation would be fierce. They’d be 
hunted down relentlessly. But his rebel fighters knew the 
risks. They were willing to lay down their lives to end the war. 

“Major,” a voice said from behind him. 

Ichimaru looked back. A young man with dark hair and 
eyes walked close behind him, a cloak covering most of his 
features. 

“Captain Skaggs,” Ichimaru said, nodding, “Is the truck 
in place?” 

Skaggs nodded, “She’s filled and ready to be fired. We 
had some trouble disabling the proximity sensor, but it should 
hold out long enough.” 

“And the soldiers?” Ichimaru asked as he looked back at 
the Administration Building. 

“Positioned in the surrounding buildings, awaiting your 
orders,” Skaggs said. 

Ichimaru sighed. This was it. He couldn’t have any 
reservations. Either he’d have to go all in, or he could back out 
right now. 

“What would you have us do, sir?” Skaggs asked. 

Ichimaru looked back at him. He seemed so on edge. It 
seemed he wasn’t the only one who was having second 
thoughts. 

“Are we doing the right thing?” Skaggs asked. 

Ichimaru clenched his fists, “Torashi had his chance. You 
heard what Captain Kale said. Emperor Yokubo wanted peace. 
We won't achieve that with Torashi on the throne.” 

“We'll be labeled as traitors. As murderers,” Skaggs 
said, “People will curse our names for generations.” 

“We’re not doing this for fame or recognition,” Ichimaru 
said, “This war is wrong.” 

“But is this the only way we can stop it? 

“Tt’s the fastest way for sure,” Ichimaru said, “And I 
think it’s the only thing the Emperor will listen to.” 

They hadn’t spent the last two months planning just to 
back down now. Torashi had to be stopped. Before they all 


became monsters. Before Aritomo Yokubo’s name _ was 
smeared with blood. 

Snow gently fell on them. The traffic noise around them 
was nearly deafening, but Ichimaru heard nothing but the beat 
of his heart. 

“Call it in,” Ichimaru said as he looked east of the 
Administration Building. 

Skaggs spoke quietly into a phone. After a _ brief 
conversation, he hung up, grabbed Ichimaru’s shoulder, and 
pointed. 

Ichimaru followed Skaggs’s finger. Skaggs dropped his 
hand as Ichimaru saw a dot swirling through the air. Ichimaru 
couldn’t even make out its shape, but he knew a hover truck 
was heading straight into the Administration Building. 

Nearly faster than they could blink, the truck slammed 
into the middle of the tall tower. Before anyone else in the air 
had time to react, an explosion ruptured through the building, 
billowing thick smoke through the air. 

The traffic around them moved in a frenzy. Cars crashed 
into each other and careened to the ground, causing more 
fiery explosions. The Administration Building tilt. They had 
managed to take out a good thirty floors of the building. 

“By Koth,” Skaggs said, “What have we done?” 

“Tt’ll hold,” Ichimaru said, “These buildings are strong 
enough to take it.” 

Skaggs shook his head. Everyone on the ground looked 
on in horror. No one realized Skaggs and Ichimaru stood 
there, calm, unblinking, unaffected. 

From the ground, little dots moved closer to the building 
from all directions. Ichimaru could faintly hear the ringing of 
gunshots. 

“There are innocent people in that building,” Skaggs 
said, “Do we really have to kill them?” 

“No one who supports this war is innocent,” Ichimaru 
said as he narrowed his eyes, “They’re a small price to pay for 
peace.” 

Sirens began ringing around them. Other FMEs started 
flying toward the Administration Building. The first battle had 
begun. 

“Let’s get out of here,” Ichimaru said as he turned 
around, “Call back the FMEs. We can’t let them get captured.” 


Skaggs nodded and followed him, “The army responded 
so quickly. We’ll lose several soldiers.” 

“We'll be fine. The Empire will soon learn we’re not 
easily captured.” 

“Are we going to leave a message?” Skaggs asked as 
they hurried down an alley. 

Ichimaru shook his head, “Let Torashi stew. Let him 
figure out for himself who his real enemy is.” 
Ichimaru didn’t look back as the tower burned behind him 


